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No. 13 NortTu WILLIAM STREET, NEw York. 
FOR SALE BY, ALL NEWS DEALERS. 
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One Copy one year, or 52 numbers........0.-..-+ 0 see eee2+-$5-00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers... ........-.-0seeeeeer ee 450 
One Copy for thirteen weeks..........--seeeeeeeeeees serene 1.25 
Postace Free. 
as ones bcs viceets Spsees TOS. KEPPLER. 
Business MANaGeR...... .... ..A. SCHWARZMANN. 
Lie duG? dewevsstocestesece H.-C. BUNNER. 





SPECIAL NOTICES. 





Pucx 1s on Sale in London, at the News Agency of Messrs. 
HENRY F. GILLIG & CO., 449, Strand, Charing Cross, and 
at THE WILLMER & ROGERS NEWS COMPANY, 11, Bou- 
verie Street, Fleet Street. 


Americans in Paris, hitherto reduced to ‘‘Punch.”” ‘‘Fun’’ and 


**Judy.”” will now find their natural paper on file at the ‘“‘Herald’’ 
ce, 49 Avenue de l’Opéra. 
i 





We cannot undertake to return rejected communications, and 
to this rule we can make no exception. 





Remittances by Money Order, etc., are to be 
ad to Keppler & SCHWARZMANN. 





a@@ Our advertising friends are only required to pay bills 
presented on the billheads of Puck, with our stamp tmpresskp 
thereon. KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 
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REDUCE H/S WAGES! 


Ir is a fact that in this municipality a great 
demand is coming out from the voice of the 
people for a reduction of the pay of its officials. 
And the first effort is in the direction of our Police 
and our Firemen. Now it is also a fact that 
there are as many able-bodied men in this city 
as competent, physically and intellectually, to 
do Police duty, as are the members of our 
finest force in the world. And they would be 
glad to do the work at the reduced salaries at 
which our present. Police are growling. We 
believe the -laborer is worthy of ‘his nire; but 
we are sorry to say that, as a body, we think 
our Police are well paid at the smallest sum we 
can hire them for. They have too indiscrimi- 
nate notions about clubbing citizens; they for- 


’ age on the corner liquor stores too loosely; they 


wink with open and itching palms too much at 
the dens and dives of the metropolis; and they 
don’t prevent crime or discover criminals, 

Another word can be said of cur firemen. 
They are always “‘on hand.” If there is a 
case of their being derelict in duty, it has not 
reached the public ear. They rush day and 
night to their dangerous duty, and their lives 
fall, only too often,,in their devotion to duty. 
And, anyhow, Puck, who is an artist, feasts his 
eyes on the beauties of a neat-built, sinewy, lis- 
some fireman, while the figure of a ponderous 
policeman is not a pleasant picture for him to 
gaze at. 

If only the Police would do something! If 
they would discover who murdered Benjamin 
Nathan; or who robbed the Manhattan Bank; 
if they wouldn’t club our people quite so much; 
if they wouldn’t leave river suicides to “ Nan, 
the Newsboy,” it would be easy to say kind 
words of them. But if our view of the matter 
is wrong, and we really do have the finest force 
in the world in New York, let us deduct from 
the fees and salaries of the sheriff, comptroller 
and various commissioners of the city enough 
to pay our police. 

Reduce, if you will, the fat salaries of your 
champagne-drinking officials; but while life and 
property are being protected and saved at the 
risk, and the sacrifice, of the lives of our fire- 
men, don’t interfere with their pay. 


WHAT WE PAY FOR OUR RELIGIONS. 


T is pleasant to see churches dotting the 
landscape; and the clangor of church 
bells—‘‘ Oh, the tintinnabulation of the 

bells!””—is sweet to the ear—when the bells are 
not cracked. But when one dives beneath the 
surface, and goes into what might be called the 
sub-basement of the churches, there is a sort of 
moral stench about them which is disgusting. 
We are told that the Jord drove the money- 
changers from the Temple; that the first heralds 
of the Christian religion were told to put no 
scrip in their purses; and the Divine com- 
mand as shouted out at. trembling congrega- 
tions every Sunday, is that they MUST attend 
church. 

To attend church they must pay; and in 
these days of impecuniosity it is hard enough 
to find money for the daily oat-meal and milk, 
without thinking of chucking money into the 
coffers of churches. 

We rather like the Catholic idea of charging 
a stated price, It is good to know that you can 
get in and put in a peg for saving your soul for 
15 cents. In some Protestant churches, by in- 
direction, very much more is charged, and we 
think the followers of that creed should all be 
protestants against that idea. Where first-class 
professional men, the whole of whose active 
brains is devoted night and day to the pursuit 
of their callings, receive payment averaging but 
little, if any, over $5,000 per annum, it makes 
the heart sick to see a crowd of sleek, olea- 
ginous, and lazy clergy pampered at the rate of 
sums rising to the incomes of millionaires. 

The Church is supposed to level all ranks, so 
that the Monarch and the Peasant may kneel 
before their Maker beside each other. What is 
the fact? One man, setting up as a preacher, 
auctions off his pews, as if they were dry-goods, 
.to the highest bidder: —and so secures his salary 
of $20,000 a year. Another is a finer clown 
than poor George Fox ever was, at $12,000 a 
year; and the weight of debt on his church 
ought to break the roof in. If we are baptized 
we fling out our dollars; if we are married we 
fling out more dollars; if we are buried some- 
body has to pay, pay, pay for our decent inter- 
ment; and, in one church, the repose of our souls 
after death, has to be paid for. 

While Puck growls at these things, let it be 
understood that every Sunday he puts on his 
trousers and goes to church. And that is why 
he knows so much about the matter. He sees 
a land flowing with milk and honey for the 
clergy, and a land sterile with starvation for 
the congregations. He sees millions invested 
in costly churches untaxed, while the house of 
the citizen is weighed down by taxation. And 
the picture of Bro. Kimball roaming over the 
country—probably well paid, as are Moody 
and Sankey and the fat female evangeliste— 
what’s her name?—begging poor people to pay 
off the debts of extravagant church structures 
is pitiable. In the name of God, if people 
want a costly church, let them collect the 
money before they give out their contracts to 
‘build it. The great marble cathedral in Fifth 
Avenue in this city was commenced without 
funds to finish it; the recent “‘ Fair’? and the 
pocket-picking of the poor (for it was hardly 
less) by pretty women would form a scandal if 
laid before the public. It is all money, money, 
money! ‘The world is no better. Murders are 
as frequent as ever; every dyspeptic man saws 
his throat with a razor, or puts holes into his 

vital parts with a revolver; the official ‘‘ mal- 
feasances ” (American-English for stealing) in- 


*| crease over the land every day; the social fa- 


bric is getting so mixed that no man knows 
where to find his wife, and wives are in a con- 
dition of bamboozlement about their husbands 
—but—Go to church. Admission 15 cents. 
Pews, $500 bonus and rent. 








Purkerings. 





Or what sex was Artemus’s ward ? 





Tue lapse of half-a-century—Those of old 
maids fifty years old. 





County CLERK GuUMBLETON is the best book- 
keeper we ever heard of. 

YAPHANK says PuCK is bully because he can- 
not be cowed by anybody. 

THE gang-way—Loafers standing at the 
street corner, ogling the ladies passing. 





Tue Detroit Free Press does not Lewis by 
retaining its paragrapher—and yet again it does. 





THE artificial ice at Gilmore’s Garden is a 
triumph of science; but you freeze to it just as 
tight when circumstances require you to sit 
down on it as you did to the plain old-fashioned 
article. 





THE name of the animal who introduced the 
bill for the reduction of the firemen’s salaries is 
—but stop a moment. Due respect for Mr. 
Bergh compels us to state that it is not an ani- 
mal, but simply an objectionable and anomalous 
accident of nature. And, on serious considera- 
tion, we won’t mention its name either. It 


doesn’t deserve even the nasty notoriety it is 


seeking. 





Tue American Navy has fifty-eight admirals . 
and but fifty-two ships--the remaining six admi- 
rals are in reserve. What a glorious example we 
set the effete governments of Europe. Catch us 
trusting our magnificent specimens of naval 
architecture to the care of miserable commo- 
dores and captains. No, sir, every vessel in 
our fleet, from the largest ironclad to the more 
modest mudscow, shall have an admiral to com- 
mand her, 





Tue latest thing in fans for evening dress is 
made of white satin, brocaded and covered 
with point lace, the top edged with marabout, 
which is tipped with gold. The bill will not 
be more than three hundred dollars, if you 
can get the trade discount. 

Men’s suits next season will be made out of 
a new material all wool except the warp and 
the woof, and open work shoes will be very 
much in vogue. 





“‘ Now,” said the last bore we had in our 
office Saturday afternoon, when he had finished 
favoring us with his opinion as to how a humor- 
ous weekly should be run, ‘‘ nowI want to give 
you a little sage advice—”’ 

‘‘ Hold,” we exclaimed, our patience lost 
entirely, and we flourished the paste-brush in 
his face, ‘‘your advice may be sage, your breath 
is decidedly oniony, and, taking them both to- 
gether, we think you’re ‘stuffing’ us.” 

And we pasted him in the—‘‘ Next!” 








Gatty he glided down the street, 
Gaily he elevated his ponderous feet 
On a banana, never slid on before, 
When all at once his brain did whirl, 
He sat down in front of his Sunday girl, 
Andexclaimed: ‘I’m gaily the troubadore.” 
CLaupE Dre Haven. 








NOTICE. 

No. 9 (issue of May 7th, 1877), No. 14 (issue of Fune 
4th, 1877), & No. 26 (issue of September 5th, 1877), 
No. 56 (issue of April 3rd 1878) of ** Puck” will be 
bought at this office, No. 13 North William Street, at 
full price. 



























































FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


—_——- 


LXXIII, 


HE GOES TO THE OLD 

GUARD BALL. 

Ya-as, ye know, 
Jack and I weceived 
an invitation to a 
b-b-ball, an Old 
Guard Ball. Doosid 
polite of the fellaws 
who manage the ar- 
wangement; but aw 
then, ye see, Jack is 
a militarwy man, 
and belongs to a cwack cavalwy wegiment at 
home, and Amerwicans invarwiably like to we- 
ceive instwuction fwom pwopah Bwitish fellaws, 
who always know what the corwect thing is. 

This ball was given at the same academy 
where othah balls are given, and we weached 
the woom considerwably befaw midnight. 

There were severwal Old Guards and New 
Guards parwacing arwound, and the interwiah 
was decorwated with flags aw, bannahs aw, stars 
and stwipes, and gas-pipes and othah illumina- 
tions. 

I weally do not pwecisely compwehend the 
weason of this wegiment being called an “Old 
Guard;” for, although some of the pwivates 
looked tolerwably venerwable, the majorwity of 
the officers were comparwitively young fellaws. 

They were dwessed in white, and their cos- 
tume weminded Jack and me stwongly of the 
fellaws who blow twumpets, play dwums, clar- 
wionets and othah instwuments in the aw band 
in Bwitish line wegiments. 

But, by Jove, ye know, it was wathah odd to 
observe some of the warwiahs stwutting about 
with their forwage caps pendent fwom their 
coat-tails. Wegulation, I suppose. Verwy well 
faw wank and file in heavy marching order, but 
stwange faw officers in a ballwoom, even in the 
militia—and Jack says the Old Guards were 
supposed to be militia at some perwiod or 
othah. But I’m not an authorwity on militarwy 
mattahs. 

I am cwedibly informed aw that there were 
some wegulah Amerwican twoops pwesent, but 
neither Jack nor I could distinguish them fwom 
the othah militarwy fellaws. 

I aw don’t dance. Too much of a fwightful 
baw to wusn wound and wound on the smallest 
pwovocation. By verwy special wequest, I 
stwolled thrwough a quadwille or lancers, or 
something of that charwacter, with a numbah, 
*pon my soul, of not half-bad looking girls, who 
were dwessed with considerwable taste. And 
aw, then, besides, I almost forgot to wemark 
that I also pwomenaded severwal times—just, 
ye know, to make myself agweeable. A fellaw 
in a forweign countwy ought to do this sort of 
thing sometimes. . 

An Old or Young Guard—weally can’t we- 
membah which—told everwy fellaw and me 
to wetire fwom the dancing floor. Jack Carne- 
gie and I went to a box aw and paid our we- 
spects to some quite nice people in it. Then 
the b-b-band strwuck up, the dwums having 
beaten previously, and the Old Guards, the 
New Guards, the Young Guards and the pwi- 
vates and the dwummahs, the wegulah twoops 
and generwals marched and countermarched 
all wound the woom in all kinds of curwious 
ways. It was just a twifle interwesting, and 
Jack says aw so odd, so differwent fwom the 
pwactice of the weserve forces in Gweat Bwi- 
tain. I wondah if the fellaws who were march- 
ing togethah had evah been intwoduced to each 
othah. I dessay, as I observed they were car- 
wying on, durwing the parwade, apparwently 
interwesting conversations. Doosid gwatifying 





to see such bwothahly feeling among this 
bwanch of Amerwican militarwy men. — 








PUCK. 
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Some fellaw I met in the club, who is, I be- 
lieve, a witah for an Amerwican comic papah, 
told me the Old Guards at the ball were Fwench 
fellaws who had become naturwalized, and 
were the wemains of the Emperwor Napoleon’s 
Old Guard who wouldn’t surwender at the Bat- 
tle of Waterloo. If this is twue, there must be 
something wemarkable in the Amerwican cli- 
mate to pwevent fellaws getting gwayheaded 
and gwowing old wapidly. Howevah, this is a 
verwy twivial mattah. But the ball was, ya-as 
aw, jolly, and quite met with my appwoba- 
tion aw. 








THORNTON TON. 


“THE Misses Thornton, daughters of Sir 
Edward Thornton, English Minister to this 
country, have not heretofore taken part in 
Washington gayeties, because English etiquette 
requires that young ladies shall be presented 
to the Queen before they enter general society. 
During their recent visit in England two of 
them went through the ceremony, and they 
are, therefore, now at liberty to accept social 
attentions in this country.””—Z xchange. 


The above important item of fashionable in- 
telligence has caused widespread dismay among 
the American nobility and gentry who take the 
British aristocracy as a model in all things. The 
appalling fact presents itself that the most beau- 
tiful and accomplished of our belles have ac- 
tually been entering general society and accept- 
ing social attentions without the indispensable 
preliminary of presentation to Queen Victoria. 
We fear that Minister Thornton has been 
derelict in duty in his diplomatic capacity in 
not having informed our fashionable young 
ladies of the absolute necessity of their going 
through this ordeal. Just think now of the host 
of poor ‘‘unpresented ”’ girls whose débiitts have 
been completely nullified, and who'll be obliged 
to commence de novo. And think, too, of the 
number of fashionable matrimonial alliances 
that have been contracted under the false pre- 
tense that the bride was duly qualified to enter 
society. The husbands need not bother them- 
selves about divorce, for the marriages were 
illegal; and unfortunately there is no redress. 
Minister Thornton has much to answer for by 
his sin of omission. Why not that mercy he to 
his daughters shows that mercy show to us? 
Two of these young women who have enjoyed 
the glorious privilege of kissing the knuckles of 
the stupid and colorless old body that fills the 
English throne can now legitimately “‘ come 
out.” It was a foxy dodge on old Thornton’s 
part to keep all the knowledge to himself, and 
the girls will benefit by his foresight—which is 
worthy of Lorne’slow-necked lacquey Littleton. 

Minister Thornton has written us a letter de- 
fending his action. The explanation 1s not 
satisfactory. We think, in consideration of the 
kindness and hospitality extended to him in 
this country, he ought not to have placed-our 
nobility in so equivocal a position. We also 
object to his speaking of Victoria as his royal 
mistress. Does she or do the Britis people 
pay him hissalary ? And apropos of nothing, we 
would ask if the choice specimens of monarchs 
who in the last two hundred years have been 
trying to govern the great British Empire, have 
or have not deserved well of their adopted 
country? Would the British Empire have 
been better without them, or they better with- 
out the British Empire? We leave this to be 
solved by one of the Wor/d’s prize-question 
guessers. But one thing is very certain, that 
Minister Thornton’s daughters could not have 
been born, vaccinated, long-dressed, have had 
the measles, whooping-cough or influenza; much 
less dance the glide waltz, play lawn tennis, 
billiards, flirt, or get married without letters 
patent from and a presentation to Vicky. 





GRAMMAR AND ETIQUETTE, 





New York, January 28th, 1879. 
To appeciative Puck: 

That’s right. Nothing like teaching the stu- 
pid Gothamites how to do the “correct thing” 
etiquettically. 

Listen to the Court (Home) Journa? s instruc- 
tion on non-acceptance of an invitation. 

“It is proper to say: ‘Mr. and Mrs. Young- 
love regret exceedingly deing prevented availing 
themselves of the kind invitation of Mr. and 
Mrs. Oldham,’ etc., etc.” /s it proper? 

Yours, XIPHIAS, 

It is not proper to say ‘‘Mr. and Mrs. Young- 
love regret exceedingly being prevented avail- 
ing themselves of the kind invitation of Mr. 
and Mrs. Oldham,”’ but: ‘‘Mr. and Mrs, Young- 
love ain’t agoing to come to Mother Oldham 
and her old rooster of a husband’s blowout, and 
me and my wife is surprised that you should 
have had the gall to ask us.” 

The following is an elegant form for non- 
acceptance of an invitation: 

** Mr, and Mrs, Younglove present their com- 
pliments to Mr. and Mrs. Oldham, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Oldham may tie their blooming invi- 
tation in a blooming bow-knot and chuck it to 
blooming blazes; Mr. and Mrs. Younglove not 
having got so blooming low down in the social 
scale as to visit folks who eat mince-pie with a 
blooming fork. 

Yours with sentiments of distinguished con- 
sideration, Mrs. YOUNGLOVE. 

P. S—Younglove being off on one of his 
usuals.”’ 








MR. CONKLING’S VICTORY. 


| i) R. HAYES has never consulted Puck as 
v4) to his method of carrying out his pro- 
mises about Civil Service Reform. Per- 
haps it would be better if he had. We have 
spent a large amount of money in giving him, 
and some of his Secretaries and friends, many 
valuable hints, from time to time, as to the 
course he should pursue. But it seems as if Mr. 
Hayes might have said to us, “‘ narras fabulam 
surdo.” You are talking to a deaf man. 

Well, well. If Mr. Hayes is deaf to us, he is 
at least not blind; and when he read his daily 
papers he must have seen the snub the State of 
New York has given him. His uncalled-for ~ 
interference with the New York Custom House, 
as a cover under which to attack Senator 
Conkling, was unworthy of a President who 
came into office with promises to reform the 
civil service of the country. And he has been 
justly rebuked. ‘‘ Bounced,” some of our poli- 
tical friends call it. He has been taking a sort 
of Anti-Fat (politically), so that now Conkling 
is considerably a ‘‘ biger man than old Hayes” 
before the country. And as Brother Evarts 
and Brother Sherman are quite as fond of the 
curled Senator from New York as Mr. Hayes is, 
there must have been. gnashing of the teeth at 
the news from Albany. 

It is to be hoped that Mr. Evarts did not say 
anything about the matter; for one of his 
lengthened sentences would perhaps be worse 
to hear than the election of Mr. Conkling. It is 
consoling to know that Mr. Sherman could find 
consolation in his bank-book; and the trio can 
now set to work to support the man who has 
shown himself an athlete equal to a first-blood, 
first knock-down, and the fight against three 
opponents. 

Puck is non-partisan; but, in the interests of 
fair play, he likes to see the best man win. And 
now that the battle is over he hopes to see Mr. 
Hayes ask Mr. Conkling to dinner at the White 
House, where Mr. Evarts shall supervise the 
wine-cooler, while John Sherman serves the 
soup. 
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PUCK. 








NANCY LEE. 


F all the melodies I know 
Heigho! heigho! 
Heigho! heigho! 


“ _ There’s none like Nancy Lee—Oh no! 
Heigho! heigho! 
Heigho! 
With nerves unstrung, I hear it sung, 
Where’er I be. 
The whole day long that frightful song 
Is haunting me. 
E’en in my dreams I hear the screams of Nancy Lee. 
Heigho! heigho! 
Heigho! 





Cuorus. 

That sailor's wife will be the death of me, 
Heigho! that song is killing me. 

That sailor’s wife will be the death of me, 
She'll be the death of more than me. 


Oh tell, oh tell me where to go! 
Heigho! heigho! 
Heigho! heigho! 
Is there a spot the sky below, 
Heigho! heigho! 
Heigho! 
Where I can dwell a little spell ?— 
Where I'll be free— 
From hearing hummed, and played, and strummed, 
In every key, 
The whole day long that wretched song of Nancy Lee ? 
Heigho! heigho! 
Heigho! 
(CHoRUvs.) 
And now a word before I go, 
Heigho! heigho ! 
Ileigho! heigho! 
The wretch who wrote the song I know. 
Heigho! heigho! 
Hieigho | 
His chance is slim, I’ll lay for him 
On land and sea, 
I’ll have his gore. 
I'll sing Te D., 
While fiends of hell the chorus yell of Nancy Lee. 
Oho! oho! boys ho! 


When he’s no,more 


CHORUS OF FIENDS. 
We'll sing to you the song of Nancy Lee, 
Ho! ho! ho! ho! 
H>! ho! ho! ho! 
We'll sing to you the song of Nancy Lee, 


We’ll sing for all eternity. 
F. 1. C. 





_— 


THE MAN OF CHEEK. 


ENTLEMEN, I am now introducing 
to your notiee a newand very valuable 
article— staple as flour— money re- 

funded if it don’t give satisfaction—”’ 

** Don’t want it,” we said, turning back to 
the desk. 

“ That’s something, boss, you can’t tell much 
about till you see the article.” And he set his 
héavy carpet-bag down on the floor with a sup- 
pressed sigh of relief. ‘‘ This here is Pratt’s 
Perennial Grease Extractor and Corn Salve, 
the family friend, and the marvel of the nine- 
teenth century—” 

“You can’t sell anything here this after- 
noon.” 

“* What’ll you bet I can’t ?” 

We turned round again and examined him. 
He was a short, well-built man, with a weather- 
beaten, brick-red face, small features, a mild 
blonde moustache, and an impudent dull blue 
eye. A stiff felt hat was cocked jauntily over 
his right eye. His clothes were shabby and thin 
for the weather; but their conscious and defiant 
poverty gave them a showy set that suggested 
that they would be new and handsome if they 














could; but that since this was not possible, they 
didn’t care a continental. 

It required only a moment to take this in; 
but he was not going to waste that moment. 
He went on steadily, the husky stridency of his 
professional tones filling the room and jarring 
on the ear like the filing of a saw. 

‘* Pratt’s Perennial Grease Extractor, sir, will 
take the stains out of anything from a pair of 
trousers to a soiled conscience, and leave ’em 
fresher ’n a daisy in spring, and in its capacity 
of Corn Salve it is good for corns, bunions, 
ingrowing-nails, callouses on the toes, and 
tubercles on the lungs. It has also been em- 
ployed with great success in the treatment of 
croup and varicose veins. Bein’ of purely 
vegetable ingrejents, it will not hurt the 
smallest child, and I have medical stiftkits 
from the most eminent doctors in Missouri, 
Nebraska, lowa, Wyoming, and all the other 
States and Territories, ’s well ’s Canada, Jersey, 
and the whole European continent, to prove 
that it will do what I say every time and no 
mistake. The secret of its composition was dis- 
covered accidentally in Michigan, by an old 
woman, and—” 

** Sit down!” 

‘An old woman, who, arisin’ early one 
morning—eh ?” 

** Set down!” 

He looked at us like a man who has had to 
stand a great many bad jokes, and went on: 

‘*She fell down an’—no, I ain’t sittin’ down 
to-day. Don’t feel tired. Sat down last year. 
Did I tell you the price was only twenty-five 
cents — quarter of a dollar for the greatest 
boon—” 

“Will you sit down?”’ said we, in our most 
decided tone. ‘‘Never mind about Pratt’s 
ointment; we’ll take half-a-dozen boxes—”’ 

‘*What for?” 

** For the pleasure of your conversation.” 

**You can have that easier by not buyin’. So 
you want to hear about that old woman. Well, 
fur’s I recollect, she fell down in the woods 
and broke her—” 

‘Never mind what she broke. That isn’t 
what we want to hear about. Did it ever occur 
to you that it implies a stupendous amount of 
gall in you to come into a man’s office and 
talk him nearly to death to get him to buy your 
salve?” 

‘The reflection has crossed my mind,” he 
responded. 

“Then,” said we, ‘will you kindly tell us 
why you do it ?” 

‘*T will,” he answered, with a queer look in 
his pale blue eyes. ‘‘ Did it ever occur to you 
that this ain’t exactly the ideel vocation for 
a decent man, neither in the particular of re- 
munerativeness nor in the pint of popular re- 
spect? Do you think that the end of a man’s 
spinal column is like the rudderpost of a ship, 
and that he takes kindly to bein’ kicked out of 
offices? I’m speakin’ of his moral back-bone 
and his moral sternpost. Agents and canvas- 
sers don’t get kicked out of offices nowadays— 
not with the solid flesh and leather kick, that is. 
But to be hunted out like an Ishmaelite or a 
mangy purp—that hurts a man’s feelin’s wuss’n 
bootin’ his physical end. Yes, sir, his feelings 
—just them. Mebbe you think the average 
agent goes too long on gall to be able to afford 
the luxury of feelings? Well, feelings is like 
mushrooms in their style of growth—you under- 
stand me, sir. Pratt’s Grease Extractor and 
Corn Salve ain’t no relief to wounded feelings 
—but I want you to know, sir, they’re a blazin’ 
hereafter on pants and hoofs. And only twenty 
—well, you don’t take no interest in Pratt’s 
little specialty. You want to interview me on 
the agent and canvasser business. It’s a nice, 
healthy business for a cast-iron alligator run 
by clock-work. But it’s rather wearin’ on 
humans. Me, frinstance. I average fifteen 











miles and forty-seven flights of stairs a day. 
I ain’t set down, before this, since six o’clock 
this morning. I’ve sold six boxes of the Ex- 
tractor and Salve to-day—sold ’em to you, ten 
minutes ago. I’ve been in thirteen offices this 
morning. Eight of ’em told me to git out. 
That’s the regular form. Three didn’t say 
nothin’. That’s the next most popular style of 
treating a canvasser. Two guyed me—give me 
taffy. One wanted me to goto hell. I gener- 
ally strike one polite man a day; and you’re 
the nearest approach to him this forenoon.” 

‘* Well, why do you do it, then?” 

“Why? Why? Well, sir, she’s paralectic, 
and not able to do a stroke of work sence the 
kid was born, jist fifteen year ago. Paralectic 
all that time, poor little gal.” 

“ Your wife ?” 

‘* My wife, sir.” This was said with a certain 
simple pride; and then he relapsed into Rang- 
dog impudence. ‘She ain’t got my failin’, 
neither; she can’t talk. I have to do the con- 
versational for the whole family. The paralexy 
don’t give her much chance to say anything— 
jest like the cussedness of the durn disease—to 
take a woman square in the meanest place. She 
makes out, though, to have a little talk with me 
when I come home at night. She thinks of 
what she’s goin’ to say all day—saves it up to 
say tome. Sometimes she gets kinder eager, 
and wants to say good bye to me, when I start 
out in the morning. But I won’t have none of 
that. ‘Ole gal,’ 1 tell her, ‘don’t you get con- 
versational mow, or you won’t have no chance 
to buzz your husband in the evenin’.’ So she 
holds in till night, and than she says, ‘How 
are you, Jake? I hope you ain’t very tired ?’— 
or some such composition. ’Tain’t very much; 
but it takes her about ten minutes to say it. 
Lord, it’s sad. I could talk the hinges off a 
hen-house door in that time, and sell a box of 
Extractor to the boss rooster. You probably 
regard me in the light of a gorgeous idiot. Jest 
you wait till you strike your woman, and see 
how easy a man blooms out into that style of 
maniac, and how dum well satisfied he is to 
stay so. Oh, you'll strike her some day—and 
mebbe you won’t have the luck to get her, like I 
did. I had to talk her into it. And, with all 
doo respect for you, sir, you’re only an amma- 
toor alongside of me, when it comes to light- 
ning-drill evolutions with the lower jaw.” 

There was a pause. Then he went on: 

“Yes, sir, it’s a fine business. So fine, I’m 
making it hereditary in my family. Trainin’ 
up my daughter to it. That’s the kid born 
sixteen years ago — pretty as the original pattern. 
I’ve that confidence in human nature, I’ve got 
her into the literature line and she’s chinning 
for a Cook-book and a Concordance to the 
Bible. The Concordance is slow; but the 
Cook-book and the Extractor between ’em do 
a little business; and I guess we’ll be able to 
keep up our end agin paralaxy and other little 
drawbacks for a while yet. The Extractor by 
itself, though, ain’t equal to the burden of a 
family, Boon to a Sufferin’ World as it is, and 
supported, I think I may say, by the best talent 
in the way of cheek and chin; raw gall and 
cast-iron jaw, that the country affords. Well, 
I’m slidin’. Six boxes? Thank you, sir. Come 
in again? Well, no. You've got Grease Ex- 
tractor enough to last you some time. So long. 
And—oh—well—if you see anything young 
and good-looking and kinder modeled on the 
daisy principle, jest remember, will you, that 
she’s only in the literary line, and takes after 
her mother, and ain’t got her father’s gall.” 
And he slid. 








Lay not up for yourself riches upon earth, 
where moth and rust do corrupt, and taxpayers 
break through and steal; but rather take stock 
in out-of-town corporations and be a pauper 
millionaire with no assets. 
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THE OLD CLO’ CHARITY. 
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IT was a touching sight, 
the late distribution of 
cast-off garments among 
the deserving poor of New 
York. ‘The garments had 
been collected by small 
boys, who, in carts kindly 
lent for the purpose, had 
visited every house in the 
city whose external appear- 
ance gave hopes of a pair 
of trousers or a silk-hat of 
last year’s vintage. 
Generous had been the 
harvest — generous, but 
mixed; too much mixed, 
indeed, to admit of a 
thorough and systematic 
sorting by the almoners in 
Souw'h Fifth Avenue. 
There is, of course, a 
good deal in di tributing 
gifts appropriately; but the 
careful study of individual 
needs and application to 
each one of the objects 
in hand was a little too 
much of a burden for even 
the most willing charity. 
It was felt that in this 
matter the eternal fitness 
of things would have to 
take a back-seat; and that 
the second-hand largesse 
would have to be disposed 
of as it ran; without refer- 
ence to nature, style, color 
or previous condition of 
servitude. 
Therefore, when the ap- 
plicants presented them- 


selves at the door of the old clo’ dispensary, a very simple method of 
dealing with them was adopted, on the spur of the moment. 

It was a method which may have been suggested by the original 
givers of the raiment. It will be remembered that, possibly because the 
exact purposes of the collection were not made fully understood before- 
hand, a general impression prevailed throughout the metropolis that 
the boys in the carts were the objects of charity to be provided for; | 
and the warm-hearted citizens, while they kept their old clothes in their | 
closets, fed the collectors liberally with mince-pie, plum-cake and soda- 
biscuit; thereby ruining their digestions. 

Acting on asimilar conception of the nature of their responsibilities, 
the distributors of the old clothes simply stood the deserving poor up 
in line, and loaded them with whatever articles came to hand. Some 
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THE SADDEST CASE—THE PAUPER MILLIONAIRE. 








of the results of this mode 
may be seen in our artist’s 
picture at the top of the 
page. 

Charity did not let her 
right hand know what her 
left hand did;* and thus 
Mr. Phelim. O’Flanagan, 
late of Carrk, and now in 
the coal business (specialty 
of putting in) proudly 
promenades the streets in 
the jaunty tile that deco- 
rated a Fifth Avenue swell 
last Spring. Mr. Billy 
Bajeeze hangs a gaudy 
scarf on his red shirt, and 
utterly captivates the 
young woman on whom 
his affections are fixed. His 
younger brother—well, it 
is doubtful whether his 
younger brother has gone 
long on ulster, or whether 
the ulster has gone short 
on boy. ‘Teddy goes on 
his way to join the gan¢ 
with a seal skin muff; and 
Mrs. Susan Sambo’s black 
kid gets a pair of white 
kid boots. All of which 
ultimately profits the Heb- 
raic operator in superan- 
nuated garmenture. 

But of all the sad—the 
heart-breaking sights wit- 
nessed on that day, the 
saddest—the heart-break- 
ingest was the appearance 
of Our Pauper Millionaire, 
William H. Vanderbilt, the 


Great Untaxed. When this miserable figure appeared, there was a burst 


of sympathetic sorrow from all present. 


The file of applicants behind 


him wept; the entry-clerk wept; the distributing-officer, hiding his tear- 
ful eyes in his handkerchief, picked up at random a pair of striped 
trousers from the heap, and presented them to the poor wretch. He took 
them. He may have a chance to wear them some day. 

And the little boy who stood behind him said to himself, as he 
brushed away a not unmanly tear: “This is, indeed, a horrible example. 


I will profit by it. 


I will be brave; I will 


be good and honest, and 


never be a millionaire like that unhappy man!” 


How doth the little millionaire 
Improve each shining hour, 

And put his money everywhere 
Where tax-lists have no power! 
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JAKEY HEIN’S FUNERAL. 


AN EX-HEARSE DRIVER'S STORY. 


T happened ’bout thirteen years ago, 
When I druv’ a hearse for Brown; 
He had the run of the funerals 
On the east side of the town. 
And many’s the poor unfortunate stiff 
That I carted out to plant, 
But ’mongst them all there was only one 
That wouidn’t take the jaunt. 


His name was Hein, and he kep’ a store 
Around in Avenue B, 

The healthiest kind of a Dutchman he was 
That ever a feller’d see; 

But he took some kind of a fallin’ stroke, 
I think ’twas paralatick. 

Anyhow it was mighty suddint and strong, 
It straightened him out so quick. 


Well, the Doc’ he sez, Mr. H. has skipped! 
So they laid him on the ice, 
With cents on his eyes, and string ’round his 
chin, 
A-lookin’ so pooty and nice, 
For Brown had the job, and I woz ’round 
To help in the layin’ out, 
And you kin bet when I grapples a stiff 
I knows what I’m about. 


They waked him a couple o’ nights, for though 
The old man was Dutch as krout 

His wife and her folks were the Irish kind; 
So they gave him a reg’lar rout 

With candles, and salt, and tobacker, and 

pipes, 

Not forgettin’ plenty o’ lush; 

All the fellers that stood on the corner went up, 
And there woz a tremenjus crush. 


Well, the day of the funeral came ’round, 
But Brown had another call, 

So he sent me up to take the lead 
And see to the ferries and all, 

With a new glass hearse, and a pair of grays 
As fine as ever you see, 

Any corp would feel proud of such a rig 
To take him to Calvary. 


We’d just turned down into Houston street 
When I heerd the man behind 

A-shoutin’ and hollerin’ like mad; 
But at fust I didn’t mind, 

For I thought mebhet he’d boosed too much 
And the jams was takin’ hold, 

And stoppin’ suddint like that on a hill 
There’s a danger of gettin’ paled. 


But I heerd him holler: ‘“‘The corpse, the 
corpse!” 

And then I turned my head, 

And I seed the feller’s face as white 
As the sheets on the old gal’s bed, 

And his hair stood up like a porker’s quills, 
Same as Gimlet’s father tells, 

And he turned his horses and druv’ like sin, 
A-givin’ out fearful yells. 


I wuz thinkin’ what the doose wuz up, 
When there came an awful crash, 
A sort of bustin’ and groanin’ sound, 
And glass a-goin’ to smash, 
And I seed the corp with his nice new shroud 
A-tollin’ down in the street, 
It made me think of them fellers what runs 
With meal bags onter their feet. 








Well, the way that funeral scattered, boys, 
Was the wust that ever I see; 

One feller he got so crazy scared 
He tried to climb up a tree, 

The coaches all followed the fust one’s lead 
Like racin’ arter a prize; 

And there I sot a-holdin’ the grays, 
And the corp a-tryin’ to rise. 


But arter a while a copper came, 
And they carried him in a store 

And give him brandy, and then they found 
That he wasn’t dead before. 

And he’s livin’ yet and keepin’ a place 
Just ’round the corner here. 

‘“* Have suthin ?” well, I don’t mind if I do 
Boss, sling us another beer. STANLEY. 








SIGNOR PECCIS CIRCULAR. 


@& 

1 we were a female in Rome we would don 
our black gown and wear our Spanish veil 
upon our unbonneted head and kiss the 

Pope—of course we mean his toe—as other 

tourists do. It is on the cards now to visit the 
Pyramid of Cheops, to take in Cyprus, to have 
an india-rubber female kick your hat off at the 

Mabille, and to call on the Pope. 

Everybody does this. The male or female 
American who has not done it is unfitted to 
be invited to a Trinity wedding where a lowly 
follower of his Master marries millions of money 
among myriads of flowers. 

Of course Europe goes for the Toe, and 
Asia, Africa and Australasia go for it also. 
Recently the Duke of somewhere in England 
went nearly to the Toe, but switched off at 
Lourdes, where certain influences are hoped to 
secure an heir for the dukedom. 

And so as everybody comes to the Toe of 
the Pope and as the Toe of the Pope cannot 
locomote him to everybody, our dear Signor 
Pecci (under the afas of Leo XIII.) avails 
himself cf the telegraph and all the facilities 
which fast printing presses give him, and sends 
a circular letter, which is justly described by the 
Sun as one which will be read all over the world. 

This is a courtesy of Mr. Leo XIII. Pecci to 
the world. But there is a little difference of 
opinion between Mr. L. XIII. P. and several 
hundreds of millions of people who worship 
their God, who care for their families, who do 
good to their neighbors, who die in confidence 
of a happy hereafter. 

But Signor Pecci sends out a letter to all 
parts of the earth, telling all the inhabitants 
thereof, that the only relief for the woes arising 
from the terrors of Socialism, Communism and 
Red Republicanism “is that the world should 
come back to the CuurcH. He does not refer 
to Plymouth Church; or to Talmage’s Taber- 
nacle (if that can be called a church); or to 
General Dix’s real-estate establishment, down 
on Broadway, whose misnomen is Trinity. No, 
no; Papa Leo wants us all to go to Azs church, 
at least spiritually. And nis church is the 
Church of Rome. Otherwise we cannot be saved 
from the terrible hereafter. 

George Washington was a well-known citizen 
of the U. S., and Miss Florence Nightingale 
was somewhat known among sick soldiers in the 
Crimea—and do you suppose, dear Papa Pecci, 
that there could be any Hell for them? 

Let us all save our souls in our own way. 
Let some of us go to our synagogues on Satur- 
day, some of us to our masses and sermons on 
Sunday; but let us all have that freedom which 
settled this country—the freedom to worship 
God according to one’s convictions. 

And when an old gentleman in Rome, whose 
name was Pecci a few months ago, and whose 
name is Leo to-day, proposes to put the whole 
world under his foot, a large portion of the 
world will say, ‘‘ We don’t see it!” 








A-COLUSAN OF CUTS 





MUSICAL REMINISCENCE, 
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*‘Dey vos blay ‘Tell’ dis efening—don’ 
you vant to go?” 

“«¢ Tell’? vot is dot for an opera—‘Tell’?” 

““¢Tell’? Dot vas det opera mit dot shoot- 
ing-gallery in—don’ you know ?” 





A PRODIGY. 





“Oh, dot leedle Yacob af mine, he vas a 
reckular protichy—a segond Beethoven 

** You don’ vas say so!” 

** Yah—he blays mit dot piano—und he vas 
deaf.” 


1? 





















\, , 
\ \ : | ft | 
\ \ iN 2 Wi i : 
| \. \\h A\\ \ ih NA 
\ f= 


hy "AA \ } 
= 2 
. i. a” 
——aI- > 








‘* My tear Mrs. Morgenroth, don’ you tink 
my Rebecca looks like I vas used to look ven I 
vas her age ?” 

‘My tear Mrs. Abendgluth, you vas forget 
—I don’ vos owit of the gradle in dem days!” 


































































































PUCK. - 
PUCK’S QUESTIONS. 18.—Give it up. A HALIFAX CORRESPONDENT, 


19.—Hum-bugs. 
20.— Talmage. Bit the plate. 
WE give this week the last instalment of our 21.—Both ways. Neither. 





—~ 








Prize answers to Puck’s Questions, on page 


second batch of questions, and a few of the best 22.—Kerosene oil. Biddy left the spigot out | 7 of No...97, vol. 4. Dot for <ipeehe ae tae 
answers yet coached The tournament will be | of the cask. “ 9 senrnys, but: PUCK may send the stamgeyaie ee 
closed next week, and the prizes awarded in the 23.— Nine thousand nine hundred and ee 
| ensuing number. ninety-nine years. 1.—In the dark ages, with Israel-lights. 
13.—Does the Emperor of China double up| 24-—King of Hungry. ; ye ee 
his perambulator? And what did his wife say |. 25-— Think he was a Molly Maguire putting any. . 
che first‘time the did it? in a plea of “non compos mentis. Bas. me sowl 1 won’t tell till the Judge po- 


14.— Was Queen Victoria ever a paragrapher? Bi : ? : 
15.—In what respect did the boyhood of Boss 4-—A buck-ram far — =. the land o cakes. 
5.—Because he had /ac “‘ in-vent-ro”’ / 


Tweed and that of St. Bartholomew resemble | 4 PARONOMASIAC CORRESPONDENT. | 8. ‘The man that did it—no great shakes’ 
16.— Where was the battle of Waterloo fought gem . 
net .? — B te, when h k M 
and what grounds are there for believing that it Cuicaco, January 20, 1879. Bet cacy Ponape oy apyerindl Bill “Cher father) 
ought to have been called the battle of Kalama- | Dear Puck: doc ss: Fennec faa y 
zoo, the historians having been confounded by : 








the terminal oo. Enclosed please find answers to your first set 8.—A Broadway banker, whose great-grand- 
17.—In what town of Afghanistan was Long- | Of ‘‘ Questions,” appearing in your issue of mother had & pecaier Rey 0 it. 
Sitow tare? January 1sth. _— “tee origin was a /iguor/ a sweet morsel 
: . rR ; : : : : the tongue. 
18.—Which was Columbus’s favorite hotel in Not being blessed with that universal article, uncer 2 . . 
New York? a mother-in-law, at present, I will have to sub- hoe ee 5 cents cuts a shine in a-Gin- 
19.—When will the railway between New | mit my solutions’ to Puck, without a special | P®aCc Ol cout’. | 
weak anil Canten Os comeiage ? recommendation. 11.—The Egyptian princesses who . found 
20.—Can apple-fritters be properly regarded 1.—He got left! (in the dark.) atones among the Bullrushes answer bow 
as keramics? 2.—’Cause they’re beautie’s gone! points. , 
21.—Do all the epicene people in England 3-—Bob Ingersoll. ios Seeeaae eens wool served t0.clothe 
come from Middlesex ? 4.—Never were invented. Like gold, they the fabulons Bryan O Lynn-in. ; 
22.When Dieu et Mon Droit, did Mon | were panned, out of the ground. 13.— Yes, But it’s a private mark which the 
Droit agree with Dieu? , 5.—Just sow! Marq-uess has registered, and even Puck has no 
23.—What is the best method of deodorizing 6..—Sweet Singer of Michigan. right to approptiate it's = Weeraneen. 
an excited pole-cat ? 7.—All he was worth. 14.—Supposing she did: she gave her own 
: 7 , ca] See turn 
24.—Who wrote the lines: 8.—The man who first put a strap around his | "" 1 return. Bars a ' ‘ 
: Hark to the eaglet so chastely repining! trunk. His great-grandmother didn’t wear a| 15-—Yes. In Hudson's Bay territory they’re 
Hark to the boom of the Bimbulumzee! pull-back. sold by the baker's dozen and made into 
Hark to the sun in the freckled sky shining! 9.—It originated in Virginia; but the lick- drinks! 


Hark to Amanda, how happy she be!” 
And why did he do it ? 
25.—What do yer soy? 


16.—If Dick’s father were Tom’s son, it can 


ing post-age is being stamped out now, as it : ; - 
gP S s e . be seen without kerosene lamps that Dionysius 


customuch money to maintain it! 
10.—As five-cent shines are Agin court eti- | Would be @ poor relation. 

: ———_——— quette, we allow this Toronto next week. 3 gies he oe egg gobblers 1s Rus- 
= .—Washouldn’t you know? G. F. Train? | S'4#5 policy. un tor the UzZar, 
NICE CORRESPONDENTS. Mapa ee ses Olgnn ra Irish, we Toki 2 18.—The Sparrow flies but never lies. A sén- 
easiest way to connect it with Little Bo-peep | &” (Sp)arrow hit the mark, 
New York, January 17, 1879. would be to Bridget! 19.—Any domestic insect might supply its 





Dear Mr. Puck: 13.-—Too easy! place. ‘Try the Colorado Beetle. : 
We send you herein a partial list of answers to 14.—You Ottawa-it until they settle down to | | 20°~ ae ren ys aga bit. ae 


; . : : : dust.” 
our prize-conundrums. As we have no mothers- | housekeeping, then tea-pot will come in handy. , ss i 
ibe, AS YET, we omit the certificate of good | On these grounds we offer the suggestion. #1.— We do not construe it. We Cechanm, 


: relative is Mr. 15.—Water Question! Of course! Butler, of | ™Y duck; it’s web-footed. : 
nee sr Bar! bs ~ seg Mong ano Bonn Pc mt a ed in his Bible ‘Teachings, mentions ge tg ~ drogen ee di nrg 
fighting ‘‘His Fraudulency,” Rutherford B. baked snow or (fish) balls as early as 1879 D.C. ows Ls the very ny ~ 4, wre 
Hayes, ex-Governor of Ohio, President ‘‘ de Having Ben Butler to the U.S. so long, he re il par eg Zadkiel — oe 
facto” of the U. S. A., &c., &c., &c., that he ought to know! and advise Mexico how to plan it. 


can’t spare time to write one for us. (You will | 16.—As Dix’s father was not Tomson, Eli| | "+ ws father's son and king of the terres- 
: sie Perkins still retains his reputation as the readiest | ‘T!4! 944}. ; : 

observe that the Svz shines for us—price 2 cents. fhe sine, Dissenbenses a pe ie any 25.—We consider the man insane. But old 

Yours truly, 17.—It originated with a man named Gobble, Mother Hopkins told me that she heard Green’s 


NELLIE AND MAMIE. who wanted to take in everything that came wife say that Capt. Reid’s wife thought that 
along, even if it was Ruslin bye! Humor us in Col. Higgins’s wife believed that John Harris’s 


P.S.—Ain’t you awfully sweet ? our idiocy! wife told her that Granny Hooper heard the 
P.P.S.—Don’t fail to send us a copy of next 18.—Hood kill a sparrow, but Robin ? widow Bashman say that old Mrs. Lamb 
week’s Puck for this. 19.—The humbug! : reckon’d positively that Samuel Dunkin’s wife 
1.—In the dark. , 20.—We think it was Peter Simple. His | told Spandel’s wife that her mother told her 
2.—Don’t can tell. biting the plate depended upon the fit of his | that old Miss Jinks heard Mother Cook say 
3.— Revelator.” He gave it away in Puck, | false teeth. that she really believed it was a matter of fact 
No. 92. ie that ‘‘ when the man chased the jack rabbit 
4. —Judge Hilton. 22.—The candle was undoubtedly the light | to the shop of the carpenter who had lost 


5.—To induce Hebrews to buy at Stewart’s. | of other days, and lit out when George the five wives by small-pox and induced the Aunt 
6.—Sam. Tilden, when asked about the | Count and other gas monopolies made their of the Governor of Winnebago to elope,” &c., 


ae alae 


_ cipher telegrams. appearance. it was sufficient to drive a man into hysterics, 
x 7.—Ten dollars. 23.—Philadelphia? - Where is it? Is it inha- we Box 348. 
{ 8.—Charles Francis Adams. Never had none. | bited? I have searched for it in vain, so I am 
9.—Give it up. compelled to give it up. Answers (full or vartial sets) received from: 
~~ us an easy one. : 24.—Always thought he was aching to be| 7. 4. B.; Willie Winkle; Pre-Adamite; Pina- 
t promotes the digestion of peanuts. monarch of the drama. . 7. ‘ . 
: | George Francis Train, P. E. 49. 25th and last.—As you omit to state whether fore, Denver; V. V. V.; Lemoy ws Legrand; 
12.—Can’t tell. he committed murder we are unable to judge of | Herman and Dorry T. A.; Lou; Vindex; Con- 
13.—No. Louise has clawed it off. his sanity, but if he did he was insane! Un- | stant Reader; L. S. McLellan; De Vaux, Mor- 
.14.—Made taffy in it and gave it to the | doubtedly! : ristown, N. J.: Kriss Kringle; W. Story; Ne- 
erald. Opinion of twelve judges! braska Boy; B. & S.; Sweet William, New York 


.—Yes. Roasted ni ; : ss Sie 
pe His graibinodetee" Puckeringly yours, City; Sweet William, Norwalk, Conn.;’ Marcus 


17.—Let it “ pass.” We “ order up.” S.H.M. |S. W.; P. R. R.; and Dexter. 
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PUCK’S 
ESSENTIAL OIL OF CONGRESS. 





WASHINGTON, Jan. 21st, 1879. 
HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES, 
The Cipher Dispatches. 

Mr. Potter wished to disabuse the minds of 
those people who said he had gone into the 
bargain business with the non-elected President 
of the United States, Mr. Tilden. He had 
never made a bargain—in fact, didn’t know the 
meaning of the word. But he knew where 
Louisiana was, and did not consider the gen- 
tleman who graced the Returning Board of that 
State as models of rectitude and propriety. 
Mr. Tilden was not exactly a stranger to him, 
and he (Mr. Potter) had no desire to whitewash 
or cover that gentleman with mud. If people 
will read a file of the New York Z7ibune from 
its foundation by Horace Greeley, they will 
probably find in some of the articles something 
that will satisfy.them on all points on every 
conceivable subject on which they may be in 
doubt. 

Mr. Potter, in conclusion, then showed how 
his committee had spent the $20,000 down 
South, including items of boot-shining, rooster- 
caudals, sleigh-rides, gladiatorial combats with 
the tiger, hash and trimmings, and seal-skin 
sacques, &c. 

Mr. ACKLEN, the gentleman from Welcker's, 
objected to the item of $125 for two black-and- 
tan pups, and wished to know what disposition 
was made of the animals, and who were their 
present owners. [Uproar.] 

Mr. ACKLEN was called to order by several 
members, and withdrew his remarks. 

Mr. BuTLer had one day discovered a lot 
of cipher dispatches on the table. Odd, wasn’t 
it? No mortal man, except himself—and he 
was immortal—had ever set eyes on them. 


‘The cipher dispatches did not make Mr. Tilden 


a de facto or de jure President; therefore the 
whole matter was strictly private and confiden- 
tial, and he thought that members could amuse 
themselves to better advantage in having a 
good time with lobbyists than in devoting time 
to Mr. Tilden and his wrongs. 

Mr. Hate desired to express his deep sym- 
pathy for poor Mr. Tilden, who had been so 
shamefully treated by his friends, who, after 
dragging him ont of Gramercy Park by the 
scruff of his neck, and much against his will, 
did not succeed in seating him in the White 
House, even without the cipher telegrams. By 
all means, fiat justitia ruat coelum. 

Mr. ConGEr had read the cipher dispatches, 
for he liked scripture, especially the story of 
Ananias and Messrs. Jacob and Esau. He 
would have introduced this resolution himself, 
but he thought Potter could do it so much 
better. 

THE SPEAKER here struck Mr. Conger on the 
head with a hammer to intimate that he’d had 
enough of him for the present. 

Mx. Hewitt never had any personal feelings 
about anything in connection with Mr. Tilden, 
but at the same time he had a great deal to 
say about a variety of things. It just amounted 








to this and he said it, who shouldn’t, that 
Samuel J. Hayes ought to have the office that 
was at present wrongfully occupied by Ruther- 
ford B. Tilden, Rutherford Samuel Hilden 
never bought anything in his life, much less 
would offer to purchase votes anywhere, there- 
fore Samuel Rutherford Tayes ought to be 
ashamed of himself. 





January 22d. 
SENATE, 
Our Elegant Navy. 


SENATOR BLAINE wanted to know if 7,500 
naval officers were enough for 2,000 men, or 
2,000 men for 7,500 officers—he forgot which. 

SENATOR BECK said we once had 600 ships, 
and it was astonishing what capital scrap-iron 
they made —at least the junk dealers thought so. 
He had an affection for the present Secretary 
of the Navy, because he kept his accounts in 
better order than Robeson. 

January 24th. 
Brazilian Steamship Subsidy. 


SENATOR KERNAN had heard something about 
$300,000 for enabling a Brazilian steamship 
company to pay dividends to its stockholders. 

SENATOR Ferry was desperately enamored of 
conferences. It was a panacea for all evils. 
Mr. ‘Tony Weller’s “‘alley-by,” in fact. Con- 
ferences would séttle the whole Brazilian busi- 
ness, and such like, to everybody’s satisfaction. 








HE IS GRATIFIED AND SAYS SO. 


New York, 26 St, Mark’s Place. 
January 24th, 1879. 





Dear Puck:— 

The 7th page of this week’s Puck is resplen- 
dent and glorious to all admirers of the ‘‘ Sage 
of Madison Square,” whose prose-poetic disser- 
tation, arrayed in all the glory of exquisite dic- 
tion and studded with autobiographical treas- 
ured gems, is tremendously potent as to the 
keen, satrical, epigrammatical vein of humorand 
candor which runs so gracefully through the 
poetic lines evolved from the psychological 
brain of one of the most illustrious personages 
of modern times with whom I have the supreme 
honor of a personal acquaintance. The grace- 
ful and sympathetic words you utter, respecting 
the ‘‘ Dictator as a Poet,” find an echo in the 
bosoms of enlightened men and women, And 
I doubt not but that your ‘“‘one hundred thou- 
sand laughers” will each preserve shat page, 
that they may peruse and drink deeply of its 
inspired and cheering words when they are on 
the ragged edge of doubt and despair as they 
climb the ladder of fame. As a devoted and 
devout reader of Puck, I await with patience 
the next part of the entrancing theme, which 1 
trust you will illustrate as only the genius and 
touch of Puck can worthily portray. 

With deep regards, 
Ws. J. O’REARDON. 








Concress is bothering its wise head with 
patent-law legislation. This is quite useless. 
Necessity is the mother of Invention: Neces- 
sity knows no law—ergo, she never taught her 
child any—and never will. 


© 


In Memoriam Brigham Young. 
To supply the demand for the above named 
Illustration, another Edition of the Cartoon 
has been published, and can be obtained from 
any Newsdealer or from the 
Office of Puck, 
13 N. William street. 











THE THEATRES. 





“Dr. Clyde” is clyding along at the Firru 
AVENUE. Hardenbergh is a hit. 

‘“* Beasts of Prophecy” is the title of Mr. 
Fulton’s entertainment at the CENTENNIAL 
Baptist, Brooklyn, next Sunday. 

At the Park, Mr. John Owens’s “Cricket on 
the Hearth” is cheerily chirping to large audi- 
ences, and a lovely Do¢—Miss Minnie Palmer. 

Manager Talmage announces a succession of 
startling novelties at the TABERNACLE. ‘The 
change of bill will include several new variety 
acts and a revival of some old farces. Cornet 
solo by Mr. Arbuckle. 

‘“‘H. M. S. Pinafore” is doing well at two 
theatres—at the STANDARD as Messrs. Gilbert 
and Sullivan wrote it, and at the Lyceum as im- 
proved by the kind collaboration of Miss Ven- 
nie Clancy, Miss Lizzie Webster, and Miss 
G. K. Fortescue, who add an element of cir- 
cus which could never have been contemplated 
by the original authors. 

The New JERUSALEM (35th street, between 
Lexington and Park Avenues) gives us this 
week “‘ Except the Lord of Hosts had left unto 
us a very small remnant, we should have been 
as Sodom, and we should have been like unto 
Gomorrah.” Unless the underlined novelty is 
a German farce, the title strikes us as a shade 
too long for practical purposes—not snappy 
enough, as it were. 

Mr. Edgar, of the BRoapway, gives us this 
week his managerial Zear. ‘To those of the 
elder generation who remember Mr. Forrest’s 
impersonation of this light comedy character, 
Mr. Edgar’s assumption of the part may be 
open to criticism; but to those of the younger, 
who have been brought up on the Lears of 
Messrs. Booth and Barrett, Mr. Edgar will 
come as a blessing and a relief. 

At the PLyMoutH, Mr. Beecher announces 
an entire change of programme. Houses have 
been falling off somewhat during the past few 
weeks; but the management confidently relies 
upon the new attractions to make a phenome- 
nal hit. Mr. Beecher’s piéces de resistance are 
‘The Wife,” ‘‘ Divorce,” “‘ Married and Not 
Married,” ‘*‘ The Liar,” “A Wolf in Sheep’s 
Clothing.” It is rumored that these will be 
followed by a revival of “‘ Elizabeth, or the 
Exiles of Siberia.’ 

** God sends meat and the Devil sends cooks ” 
—so says Eli Perkins. If this be true, Puck is 
grateful to his Satanic Majesty for such diabolic 
favors; for where should we be without the 
members of the two excellent societies of 
French cooks who have united to give us the 
finest supper of the season, including a ball— 
not of codfish or forced meat—at the ACADEMY, 
on the 4th of February. For the benefit of 
those who wish to keep up their French, the 
names of the organizations are ‘“‘Les Sociétés 
Culinaires Philanthropique et Cosmopolite de 
New York,” and the Presidents are Messieurs 


F, Déliée and G. Nouvel. 








Answeys for the Anrions. 





HASELTINE.—Take her in instalments. 


BrsuLous.—We know of but one way to cure wine- 
drinking. Drink beer, 

Dix1z.—Where is the poem you sent us last year? 
Dixie, we don’t know. But in the course of natural 
transmutation it may very likely have reached its ulti- 
mate destination, and it may be now encircling your 
manly neck—that is, if you wear paper collars. 

SASSIMER,—We are sincerely sorry that we can’t re- 
commend you to the best music teacher in New York. 
The best one whom we know of is composing a sonata, 
and won’t look at a pupil for love or money; and the 
next best has got something the matter with the sostenuto 
of his adagio, and we really wouldn’t like to recom- 
mend him. 
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THE BODY OF A BANKRUPT. 


R. E. FRANCILLON, IN BELGRAVIA. 








I, 


66 O. He could not have meant to leave 

Starvation to his own little girl. .. . 

He might leave it to me and welcome, 
since he left love with it: but to Bertha? 
Surely,no. He could not leave Love to a baby 
whom he had never even seen: who was not 
even born until he had gone where Love is the 
only jewel. He knows that, now: and that, 
on earth, Love means bread for Bertha. It 
must go, for a little while—and, if 1 am wrong, 
he will forgive me, fur he will vow. Ah, Louis, 
if you had loved me enough to live, you would 
have loved Bertha, too, and would have thought 
every pearl in the sea well exchanged for a 
crumb for her.” 

Of course it was only Bertha’s mother who 
could think these thoughts in her heart, what- 
ever else they might mean. A woman so beau- 
tiful as she was, had she not been some one’s 
mother, could not have spoken so sacrilegiously 
of all the treasure of the sea. It is at least as 
rare in Paris as in any other great city to find 
a woman at the same time so beautiful and, if 


’ this wretched attic was really her only home, 


so poor; and it would be strange, if it were 
not so common to find pearls in such rough 
lodgings as oyster shells. She was, moreover, 
of that style of beauty which finds it easiest to 
emerge from such lodgings, not as the butter- 
fly flaunts out from the chrysalis shell, but as 
the snowdrop creeps out from the earth and 
begs, for the new spring’s sake, to be gathered 
and worn—and in Paris, even as elsewhere, 
there are plenty of gatherers. Her delicate 
and even fragile grace of face and form drew 
charm, instead of losing it, from a settled sad- 
ness of eyes and lips, from her drooping weari- 
ness over the bare deal tabie, and from the 
over-fairness of complexion, which had turned 
into an almost pearl-like transparency. Con- 
noisseurs in beauty, thoroughgoing enough to 
be cruel for Art’s sake, would have been tempted 
to leave her there, that she might always wear 
the shabbiest black until she and her gown 
wore out in company: if, instead of being ap- 
parently half-way to ghostland, she could be- 
come a phantom altogether, the climax of her 
beauty would be reached and sealed. Another 
man, of a different temper, would have wished 
to hold her by both arms, for fear of her turn- 
ing into white mist before his eyes. 

But, judging from the bare deal table, the 
damp and cracked walls, and all the innumera- 
ble signs of emptiness and hunger, it was clear 
that no stronger arms held her back from such 
a transformation than Bertha’s. And weak as 
those were, they were no doubt stronger than 
any man’s in the world. 

She must once have been a very young mo- 
ther, for she could scarcely yet be thirty, while 
Bertha, now tossing in a sleep that was half of 
hunger, half of fever, must be at the very 
least ten years old. The mother, having 
thought her thought, left the table and sat 
down by the child’s miserable bedside, and 
thought, for a long time, without thinking. To 
oneself, to those whom one loves, and to God, 
one does not always think in words. Then, 
scarcely moving her eager eyes from Bertha’s 
face, as if doing what she was unwilling that 
Innocence should wake ‘to see, she crept 
quickly, but without noise, to the topmost shelf 
of an otherwise empty corner cupboard, and, 
with a sigh buried out of hearing, took down a 
small parcel wrapped up roughly in an old 
Moniteur. Then she crept back to Bertha, 
and bent over her without thinking at all. 








One of the most famous jewelers in Paris, 
about thirty-five years ago, was Monsieur Pascal 
Fénix, who livea at his place of business in the 
old Rue Duguesclin: a street which, as all but 
Parisian memories are aware, was cut out of 
the map by one of Baron Haussmann’s paths 
for cannon-balls, The shop, which stood in 
about the middle of the south side of the 
street, was not set out so as to turn the chance 
passenger into a customer. It was not upon 
the chances of the day that Monsieur Pascal 
Fénix relied for fame or fortune: his house 
was not a spider’s web spun at random for 
midges, but a treasure-house into which only 
the very rich could think of entering with 
their eyes wide open, and with their purses as 
wide open as their eyes. Perhaps there was 
even an affectation of slovenliness and ultra- 
simplicity in the arrangement of the dark and 
nearly empty window, where a tarnished silver 
goblet and a few brooches and bracelets thrown 
down at random served for a shop-sign rather 
than fora sample. Wertheimer et Cie., a few 
doors farther down, made fifty times the show; 
and yet the stock of Pascal Fénix would have 
bought up Wertheimer et Cie. at least fifty 
times. Wertheimer et Cie. had a hundred cus- 
tomers. for every one that entered the dark 
and narrow door of Pascal Fénix; but it was 
the fable of the doe rabbit and the lioness. 
Whenever Pascal Fénix had a customer, he, or 
she, was a real lion. 

Pascal Fénix had not been the architect of 
his own fortunes. But that was only an acci- 
dent. He would most surely have made them 
if his father had not left them to him ready- 
made. As things were, he had nothing to do 
but to double them: and he had trebled them. 
The task had been comparatively easy for a 
good man of business, since politics for some 
years past had been in harmony with trade, 
art and luxury; but in looking at the man for 
whom things had been made so easy one felt 
sure by instinct that if everything had been 
made hard, his will would have been found 
harder; that, if he had hac to fight his way, 
the need to battle would have multiplied his 
success not merely by three, but by four. It 
seemed like waste of strength, that he should 
have been able to do with his own hands more 
than Fortune, uncompelled and unsought, had 
done for him. He was a tall, powerfully-made 
man of about forty years old, with the fine 
hands of an artist, the heavy, full brows of a 
savant, the keen eyes of a financier, and the 
muscles of a prize-fighter; and such want of 
harmony as might be the outcome of such op- 
posite expressions was atoned for by the ab- 
sence of any danger-signal which might mean 
passion. Nobody could doubt that the man 
was master of himself as well as of his art, and 
of the artists who were proud to serve under 
him. His ancestor in Art, the great Benvenuto 
himself, must have suggested a yet more ex- 
treme want of harmony, with a like significance 
of power. 

And, in effect, Pascal Fénix had escaped 
every dangerous kind of passion as much as 
any strong man can who lives where pleasure 
is cheap and who could buy it if it were dear. 
A man who loves Art for Gold's sake, and Gold 
for Art’s sake, and with whom Gold means Art, 
and Art means Gold, has his life well filled: 
smaller passions belong to emptier lives. 
Houses are the faces of the lives that are 
lived in them, and the house of Pascal Fénix 
was like its master’s soul, all for the deep con- 
tent of buried truth, and nothing for outer 
brilliancy. He had neither wife nor partner, 
and needed none. It was enough for him to 
give his forenoons to his workmen, his after- 
noons to his clients, and his evenings to an al- 
ternation of quiet study and temperate pleas- 
ure. He had never known, at forty years old, 
a temptation or a trial; and, though both a 


goldsmith and a man of the world, was practi- 
cally ignorant ef such an alphabetical axiom 
as that the fire which is needful to work gold 
with is ten times more needful for the working 
of what is far more than gold. 

He was not even disturbed in his almost Epi- 
curean calm by the rough places into which 
the ship of business so often enters, for the 
simple reason that there were no rough places 
in his sea. His method was simple—he never 
permitted them. He was despotic in never 
hurrying himself and in never allowing others 
to hurry him: not even an empress—nay, not 
even a prima donna. He was proud of being 
exact to the moment, both in work and in pay, 
and insured his punctuality by exacting it from 
others and by multiplying every estimate of 
time by two. His work was always doubly 
slow, and, perhaps, doubly dear; but it was al- 
ways doubly perfect and doubly sure. Much 
might be learned by.a careful study of the bus- 
iness axioms of Pascal Fénix. But it is the 
man himself with whom we have to do, as he 
sat one morning in the little office behind the 
front lumber-room which he called his shop 
and studied an account-book which he kept in 
cipher, his clerk standing behind him and 
waiting for questions. 

“‘The parure of opals for my Lady Lang- 
ford ?”” asked Pascal Fénix. 

‘* It will be finished on Monday.” 

“That is right. The gold necklace that 
Coulon is finishing for the Archduchess Sté- 
phanie? I see it is due to be in my hands to- 
day, for delivery on Friday.” 

** Marcel has gone to fetch it from Coulon.” 

“Very well. The bracelet for Mademoiselle 
—I mean, for the Marquis de Mabille ?” 

‘‘T have it here, Monsieur Pascal.’ 

“Two days too soon? But never mind. 
The tiara for—Come in! Ah, it is Marcel, 
with the necklace. Take pattern from Coulon, 
my lad—he is a true artist; he is never too 
late or too soon by a single hour.” 

The lad who had brought the necklace home 
from the designer and maker— for Coulon was 
both in one—was young to have been trusted 
with so important an errand as carrying a neck- 
lace for an Archduchess through the streets, 
for he could not be more than sixteen, But 
Monsieur Pascal knew whom to trust, which is 
more important than knowing whom to mis- 
trust, and did not. think, as many do, that 
bright eyes-and a handsome face are always 
given by nature to deceive men as well as wo- 
men. But he could also read moods in faces 
as well as characters; and a look in the face of 
the lad made him suddenly exclaim: 

“ But Aave you the necklace? Is anything 
wrong ?” 

“Yes, monsieur,” answered the boy very 
gravely, as he laid down a leather case on the 
desk before his master. ‘‘ Monsieur Coulon is 
dead, monsieur.”’ 

Monsieur Pascal did not start or speak one 
word. Do not men die every day, in the work- 
shop as well as on the battle-field? But he 
opened the case—for, whether all Paris lived 
or died, a certain gold necklace was to be de- 
livered to the Archduchess Stéphanie in three 
days. He opened it—and what a sight of de- 
spair met his eyes! Coulon must have surely 
gone stark-mad before dying. A twisted, bat- 
tered, shapeless mass of metal, such as a child 
might have hammered and twisted out of lead, 
was the whole outcome of six months’ thought 
and labor. 

Then, indeed, Monsieur Pascal turned pale. 
This was worse, indeed, than the death of a 
man. It was the spoiling of good gold. 

‘I saw the physician, and I saw Madame 
Coulon,” said young Marcel, still more gravely. 
‘‘ Monsieur Coulon would let nobody, not even 
Madame, see him at work—he used to lock 





himself up day and night: he said it was to be 
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his chef-d’euvre. Madame knew his ways: 
but she got frightened when he did not leave 
his workroom for twenty-four hours. When 
they broke in they found Monsieur Coulon 
beating the neckless into—that, monsieur. It 
would have been very beautiful. See there.” 
He pointed to a fragment of the mass which 
still showed evidence of sane design, and 
which might, to eyes trained to judge of pro- 
cesses, represent beauty. ‘‘ The physician said 
that too much work had made him mad, mon- 
sieur. He had brain fever. And then he 
died.” 

“Tt is terrible!” said Monsieur Pascal. 
““What business had the fellow with dying?” 
His business was to deliver that necklace, 
finished, to-day—to be worn by the Arch- 
duchess in three! It is horrible. What is to 
to be done ?” 

In effect, Coulon was in the place of a cap- 
tain who had deserted his post, which was life, 
at a moment when his place could not be sup- 
plied. What, indeed, has a workman to do 
with death when it costs an Archduchess a 
necklace, and his master a reputation in Impe- 
rial eyes? Monsieur Pascal felt that Ae would 
not have died or gone mad with his work un- 
done; and it was the first time that an em- 
ployé of his had ever taken such a liberty. 

It is possible that some may even yet be un- 
able to realize the full horror of the situation. 
That Monsieur Pascal should lose the service 
of an artist like Coulon was simply inconve- 
nient; to supply his place would be trouble- 
some, but by no means impossible, and the 
great goldsmith had already worn out enough 
brains in his service to take small heed of one 
more. But it was his pride, amounting to a 
point of honor, that he had never yet failed in 
a matter of either work or time; and, in this 
particular ‘case, the wearing by the Archduchess 
of this special necklace on this special Friday 
was of the essence of the bargain. It was be- 
cause of his faithfulness as well as because of 
his artistic reputation that she had come to 
Monsieur Pascal; and if he failed in this in- 
stance, he might as well have been failing all 
his days. It was a case in which one failure 
would undo the repute of years; for the Arch- 
duchess was more than only an Archduchess: 
she was a woman whose word could make or 
mar, and the appearance of this necklace round 
her throat on Friday was to be an era in the 
history of Caprices and of the skill which com- 
pels all the elements to serve them. And now, 
even if a second Coulon could be found and 
hired in a moment, he could not, without ma- 
gic, force gold to obey the will of the Arch- 
duchess in three days. 

For the first time in his life Monsieur Pascal 
guessed what is meant by despair. He could 
not even get a little barren comfort by distniss- 
ing Coulon from his service for the rest of h's 
days. And yet how was it possible for him to 
send Marcel with a message to the Archduchess, 
that he, Pascal Fénix of the Rue Duguesclin, 
had failed? ‘To succeed might be impossible, 
but confession would be worse than impossible: 
it would be dishonor. It was no unheard-of 
phase of mind—Pascal Fénix fell like Leonidas 
before Thermopylz. 

But, after the first moment, Leonidas himself 
could not have regarded despair itself more 
calmly. Only two pairs of eyes were upon 
him—only the clerk’s and Marcel’s—but a straw 
will give strength to a strong man. He exam- 
ined the mangled and murdered corpse of the 
necklace inch by inch and point by point: it 
was past revival, even if Coulon’s design still 
survived. And if, as was likely ‘enough, the 
madman had destroyed his design as well as 
his work, just enough remained, as Marcel 
had pointed out, to show that it was henceforth 
inimitable. It was not one of those works in 
which ne link revealed the secret of the 





whole, like a bone to Cuvier.. And he knew of 
old that the Archduchess was herself a skilled 
critic as well as a connoisseur. So far as she 
was concerned, he knew that he might just as 
well hand over his business to Wertheimer et 
Cie., and the rest of the great world would fol- 
low the lead of the Archduchess as surely as 
the tide follows the moon. “Go,” he said to 
the clerk and Marcel. ‘‘ I must think over this 
affair.” 

But his difficulty was not to be moved by 
thought or will. The necklace before him was 
so utterly dead as to suggest nothing. What- 
ever magic there may be in works of art goes 
out with their beauty, which is their soul: there 
was no magic in the mere lifeless gold. And 
so, as the long minutes went by, his thoughts 
became a reverie. Magic, indeed? Nothing 
less than magic would serve the Archduchess 
Stéphanie: no less a power than that of the 
King of the Gnomes. Monsieur Pascal was a 
man of a strong mind, who betieved in nothing 
but business, and in nobody but himself, now 
that Coulon was gone But, with that thing 
before him, some unseen prompter at his mind’s 
elbow made him exclaim, aloud: 

*“‘ If there were a Devil, and if he were half 
as good a goldsmith as Coulon, 1 would sell 
him my soul, if I had asoultosell. But 
Here again, Marcel? Did I not tell you I 
wished to be alone ?” 

“‘Tt is a lady who wishes to see Monsieur 
Fénix,”’ said the lad, as if to be a lady meant 
to have the right of entering everywhere. 

‘** Do you know her? Is she from the Arch- 
duchess Stéphanie? No? ‘Then tell her [ am 
engaged.” 

*¢T have told her so, monsieur.” 

“« Then tell her so again.” 

‘I have told her so again. 

“ Well?” 

“That she would rather see you than Mes- 
sieurs Wertheimer.” 

It was only for a moment, after all, that 
Monsieur Pascal forgot that he was a man of 
busiaess, and that he who misses a chance does 
not deserve the name. ‘That of his actual ri- 
vals, his too probable conquerors, recalled him 
to himself. 

‘* She is a lady ?” he asked, a little absently. 

‘* A real lady,” said Marcel. 

** Very well: I will see her,’’ said Monsieur 
Pascal, with impatient patience. ‘ Show her 
in.” 





But she said—”’ 


Marcel’s opinion of a real lady differed con- 
siderably from the general opinion. In Mon- 
sieur Pascal’s eyes his visitor did not look up 
to the mark even of a lady’s-maid. He only 
saw in her a sad, fragile-looking young woman, 
dressed poorly in black, with tired and anxious 
eyes, carrying in her hand a small parcel wrap- 
ped up in an old newspaper. In his present 
mood, with a desperate, if not lost, batile upon 
his mind, he could still manage to feel vexed 
at such an intrusion, and with Marcel for hav- 
ing, for once, been so dull-witted as to mistake 
a genteel beggar for a possible customer of the 
Messieurs Wertheimer. 

The best way of dealing with all such peo- 
ple is to give and have§done with them. It 
was some comfort, after all, that she had not 
come from the Archduchess Stéphanie. 

(To be continued.) 








WriITING paragraphs twelve hundred miles 
away from your office has at least one draw- 
back. By the time your remarks upon current 
topics get into the hands of the printers, all 
the rest of the boys have said the same things 
you wish to remark. Give the old man a 
chance. Suppose the rest of you keep quiet 
Tuesdays and Fridays, and give a fellow a 
chance to get in a word or two and catch up? 
—Burlington Hawkeye. 








ORTHOGRAPHICAI.. 


With tragic air the lovelorn heir 
Once chased the chaste Louise; 

She quickly guessed her guest w.s there 
To please her with his pleas. 


Now at her side he kneeling sighed 
His sighs of woful size; 

“Oh, hear me here, for lo, most low 
I rise before your eyes. 

This soul is sole thine own, Louise — 
*Twill never wean, I ween, 

The love that I for aye shall feel, 
Tho’ mean may be its mien!” 

‘** You know I cannot tell you no,” 
The maid made answer true— 

‘**T love you aught, as sure I ought— 
To you ’tis due I do!” 

‘* Since you are won, O fairest one, 
The marriage rite is right— 

The chapel aisle I'll lead you up 
This night,” exclaimed the knight. 

— St. Louis Times-Journal. 


STRAY SAND. 
NEW PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

‘¢ Evil comes to us by ells and goes away by 
inches,” or would if ’ell were not a myth. 

‘¢ Forecast is better than worknard.”’ ‘This is 
one of the proverbs which fill the conntry with 
tramps. 

‘¢ Seek not for the pedigree of a good min.” 
Red Cloud and other celebrated trotters are not 
known to have pedigrees. 

‘Fine words will not keep cats fron starv- 
ing,” but plenty of rich cream never fails. 

‘* Fiddlers’ fare—meat,-drink and money” — 
or a ticket. 

““Give the piper a penny to play and two 
pence to leave off,” but never hope to get rid of 
a hand-organ man for less than a quarter. 

**Great talkers are commonly liars,’”’ Dan 
Voorhees and Bob Ingersoll not excepted. 

*‘He does something who sets his house on 
fire; he scares away the rats and warms himszlf,”’ 
and, if he is an artist in the business, scoops in 
his insurance money. 

‘‘Giving much to the poor increases the 
giver’s store,” in a hog’s eye. 

‘‘He that pries into every cloud may be 
stricken with a thunderbolt,’ as the man said 
when he opened a torpedo shell, and then he 
sailed off to see what the man in the moon 
thought about it. 

‘« He who marries a widow will have a dead 
man’s head often thrown in his dish,’”’ which 
will be the very smallest of his troubles. 

‘* He who stumbles and falls not mends his 
pace,” but swears, either aloud or to himself, be 
he Jew or Christian. 

‘* Hunger is the best sauce.” 
vertisement, not a proverb. 

“If the mother had never been in the oven, 
she would not have looked for the daughter 
there;’”” but what either of them crawled into 
the oven for is a mystery. 

‘*If you cannot bite never show your teeth,” 
unless they are pretty. 

‘*Tll luck is better than found money,” and 
found money is good enough for most people 
unless the owner turns up. 

“It is a good horse that never stumbles, a 
good wife that never grumbles,” and a bad bee 
to fool with that always bumbles.— Derrick. 


This is an ad- 
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GRANDMAMMA’S MIRROR. 


In this mirror—years ago— 

May be sixty-five or so, 
Peeped a maid, 

Who was young and very fair, 

Summer eyes, and sunny hair— 
It is said. 


She’s a little altered now, 

There are wrinkles on her brow, 
And her hair 

Is more silvery in hue, 

But her eyes are kind and true, 
As they were. 


Only think, she saw herself 

Years ago, a pretty elf, 
Mirrored here! 

*Twould be very nice to know 

Where the pretty faces go 
Year by year. 


What a treasure there must be, 

Hidden somewhere secretly, 
In this glass; 

For I know that pretty girls 

Always trifle with their curls 
As they pass. 


And I sometimes seem to trace 
There the shadow of a face 
Not my own; 
But no sooner do I strive 
To regard it as alive— 
It has flown. 


Then I fancy I have seen 

Grandmamma, at seventeen, 
A deceit! 

Yet it builds me up a dream 

Of the bluest eyes, that seem 
Mine to meet. 


Though I know it is ideal, 
There is something very real 
In the face; 
Heaven bless me, there it is, 
Coming here with Cousin Liz, 
** Cousin Grace!” 
—London Graphic. 


THE current issue of Puck is as witty and 
readable as ever, while the illustrations are as 
usual simply superb. By-the-by, the ‘‘ Merry 
Wanderer” gives the Sunday News credit for 
some versifying which really emanated from 
the columns of an exchange. We are none too 
modest, but there’s a limit to all things.—Bu/- 
Salo Sunday News. 

Tue double-page cartoon in the issue of Puck 
for January 15th is called ‘The New Inferno;” 
and if you haven’t ten cents to buy the numbe 
you can see the picture by eating a big mince 
pie and drinking a pint of cider before going to 
bed. ‘‘ The New Inferno” should not be mis- 
taken for an illustration of the editor’s dream 
after making his ninety-eighth and last call on 
New Year’s day. It is hardly horrible enough 
for that.—Vorristown Herald. 


Wuy do goats prefer old hoopskirts to chew- 
ing gum? 

How many pimples are in’a buckwheat 
cake ? 


Who wrote these lines: 


I’ve a peanut in my pocket, 
Emeline! Emeline! 
I’ll jerk the kernel from its socket, 
In due time! In due time! 
To the theatre I'll go, 
On the floor the shell I’ll throw, 
Then I’ll munch to music slow, 
Emeline! Emeline! 
— Wheeling Leader's Prize Questions. 








DELIRIUM tremens can be called a tight fit. 
—Syracuse Standard. 


Dear Puck, the Picayune Fiend “ owes, you, 
one.” —WV. O. Picayune. 


To make your collar last—make your shirt 
first.— Syracuse Standard. 


MADAME ANDERSON is a more famous walker 
than Dr. Mary.—Adbany Argus. 

YEs, John, we* may truly say Jonah was a 
retched man.— Yonkers Gazette. 

THE wages of a Ah Sin are two dollars a 
week and board.— Rome Sentine?. 


TRIAL by jury is producing a great deal of 
trial per jury.— Pittsburgh Telegraph. 

Mr. Epison’s electric light appears to have 
gone to meet Keeley’s motor.— Camden Post. 


GivE woman the ballet.—-V. Y. Com. Adv. 
But let’s have no stuffing or other frauds.— 
Boston Post, 


A new brand of cigars is called ‘‘ The lottery 
ticket,” because only one in a thousand draws. 
—Boston Commercial Bulletin, 


THE crayon-holder worn by Puck is cut 
altogether too low in the neck for this arctic 
weather.—vorristown Herald. 


A younG lady who sedulously selects the 
dances in which she will take part is a hop- 
picker.—S. F. /dlustrated Wasp. 


A HALO of sympathetic regret always sur- 
rounds a Boston tramp-—he belongs to the 
might-have-beans.— Cin, Sat. Night. 

A FIVE-CENT cigar always asserts its rank, 
and is usually left to the sole occupancy of the 
front platform.— Zhe Court-Fournal. 

THERE’S a b in every one’s bonnet.—/V. Y. 
World. Ofcourse there is. If it were not in 
it it would be only onnet.— 7Ai/a. Bulletin. 


An old cow ought to be able to navigate on 
the sea as well as on land; we should think she 
might steer with her udder.— Zoronto Gossiper. 


WE are pleased to learn that the musical peo- 
ple of Oil City have the organization of a Zi- 
ther Club under conzitheration.—O#/ City Der- 
rick, 

IF it be true that no news is good news, some 
of the Boston dailies are emphatically good 
newspapers.—/mproved Puckering from Phila. 
Bulletin. 

THE Mollie Maguires may well pause and 
consider, when Pennsylvania hangs two men 
for the murder of a person named Smith.—/V. 
O. Picayune. 

Fioripa has ‘‘ shakes” of the earthquake 
kind. We suggest that a hole be bored in the 
ground, and a ton of quinine poured in, — 
Chicago Journal, 


WE call Mr. Irgersoll’s attention to the fact 
that Sodom and Gomorrah are to be rebuilt, 
and respectfully suggest that he announce him- 
self for Mayor.—/ree Press. 

ArounpD this section the tramps have already 
began to palm themselves off as Afghan suffer- 
ers, driven away from their homes by the Bri- 
tish army. — FAila. Kronikle- Herald. 

BeroreE a Pennsylvania sheriff again executes 
a murderer, he should fasten to his ear one end 
of a telephone connecting with the Governor’s 
mansion.— Phila. Kronikie- Herald, 

SECRETARY SHERMAN thinks the government 
will not be able to ‘‘ get rid of its coin.”. Why 
on earth doesn’t it start a daily newspaper, 
then ?— Burlington Hawkeye. 

CANADIAN bank notes are not quite as valua- 
ble as those of the United States.—Cin. Ga- 
zette. But then their janitors do not know so 
much as ours.— Camden Post. 

THE report that Don Cameron has engaged 
the Widow Oliver to electioneer for him at 
Harrisburg is pronounced a malicious false- 
hood.—Piila. Kronikle-Herald. 


WE no longer question the propriety off con- 
sidering vessels in the feminine gender. They 
run each other down almost every day in the 
English channel.— Zurner’s Falls Reporter. 

Very often Josh Billings’s wit and philosophy 
are children of other brains, and other genera- 
tions, disguised in the tramp-like clothing of 
crude orthography.— Zurner’s Falls Reporter. 


Just as we were felicitating ourselves on the 
decay of the prize chromo, comes a pernicious 
person who announces a plan by which every- 
body can make his own chromos.— Cin. Sai. 
Night. ; 

A NEvapA man drove twenty-eight miles to 
attend a funeral, but reached the house to find 
the deceased alive and recovering. He there- 
fore brings suit for $20 damages.—De?, Free 
Press. 

THE American on Thursday published an in- 
teresting article on bar-rooms. The next 
in order will be a list of temperance evangelists 
who run off with bar-keepers’ wives.—Ba/, Ev. 
Saturday. 


Hux .ey believes there was a time when men 
walked on all-fours, and he doesn’t mean that 
it was when they were tacking down carpets or 
setting out onions. Huxley never jokes.— 
Detroit Free Press. 


It is now fashionable to take opera-glasses to 
church; and the day is not far distant when the 
members of Mr. Talmage’s Tabernacle will go 
out between acts to get a liquid clove to chew. 
—Lorristown Herald. 


On Beaver street, Friday, there were fifty- 
one hand-sleds at one time, and eight hundred 
and sixty-three boys. The mumps prevailing 
in Danbury rather cuts down the supply of 
boys.— Danbury News. 


Ir the National House of Representatives 
desires to gain a reputation for economy it will 
at once dismiss its present chaplain and hire 
one who understands the undertaking business. 
—Ffhila. Krontkle-Herald. 


AMONG other recipes, an exchange gives one 
to change red hair to yellow. Well, yellow 
hair has its advantages. Among others, it is 
an excellent match for butter, and that’s some- 
thing, surely— Boston Transcript. 


Once more Dr. Cumming has advertised the 
day on which the final fireworks of the world 
will take place; but Dr. Cumming makes a 
poor advance agent. The show never follows 
his lay-out.—Mew Haven Register. 


Ir ever a man feels like writing Sunday- 
school hymns it is when on returning home late 
he finds the gas out and the servant-maid with 
thoughtful carefulness has placed the ash-box 
on the hall stairs.— Court Journal, 


A FASHION writer says undressed kids are 
pretty and they wear well. The prettiest un- 
dressed kid we know of is Puck, and he wears 
—well, he wears a beautifully tipped crayon at 
an angle of forty-five degrees.— Utica Observer. 


‘‘THE Roman See” is the heading of an article 
in one of our exchanges. Would it not be more 
grammatical to say the Roman sees ?>— Cin. Sat. 
Night. Certainly. And it would be entirely 
proper to add that he goes one better.—Rome 
Sentinel. 


Ir it is true that no news is good news, some 
of the Philadelphia dailies are emphatically 
good papers. — Puck. 

This doesn’t sound as much like a new joke 
as it does like a New York one.— Phila. Kron- 
thle-Herald, 

‘THE new fashion of ungloved hands among 
gentlemen at the opera makes the applause 
more telling.— Boston Transcript. At the old 
Bowery in New York the fashion used to be 
carried still farther. They wore neither coats 


nor gloves, thus giving full play to their muscles 





in applause.— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 












































—_— 


PUCK. 








4 


Puck has a cartoon this week called “‘ The 
New Inferno,” which is one of the best things 
in a pictorial way that has been published for 
along time. If a man got into such company 
as appears there, he would be Inferno good.— 
Littsburgh Telegraph. : 

A soy after hearing Wendell Phillips lecture 
asked his father: ‘‘ Pa, why don’t they give him 
an office, he seems to know all about every- 
thing!” ‘‘ He can make more lecturing,” said 
the father absent-mindedly. This was the 
youth’s first lesson in patriotism.—Rochester 
Express. 

He—“ My dear——.” She—‘“‘ You forget 
yourself, sir. I am not ‘dear’ to gentlemen!” 
He (ungallantly and ungrammatically)—“ You 
ain’t, eh? If yon just knowed how much I 
paid for them Christmas presents—-” And 
then he coughed and wandered away. The 

presents have been returned.—Loutisville Cou- 
rier- Journal, 








Beware of Counterfeits and dmitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordia! in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with oth®r corgials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 








NO LAD Y’S BOUDOIR IS COMPLETE 
without POND’S EXTRACT. Its various toilet uses are becom- 
ng as well known as its curative qualities for Inflammations and 
Hemorrhages. Ladies preferring delicately perfumed toilet ar- 
ticles should purchase our Toilet Cream, Price $1.00, Dentrifice, 
Price 50 cents, Lip Salve, Price 25 cents, Toilet, 3 cakes per box, 
50 cents, all of which contain a large percentage of PURE Pond’s 
Extract and are the most perfect preparations manufactured by 
Ponp’s Extract Co., 98 Maiden Lane. Sold everywhere. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and whit, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentrifice has no bounds. All Druggists 


A CARD. 


To all who are suffering from the errors and indiscretions of 
youth, nervous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c. lL 
will send a recipe that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This 
great remedy was discovered by a missionary in South America. 
Send a self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Josepu T. Inman, 
Station D, Biste House, New York Crrv. - : 











PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays unly. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St, 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 
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IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. — Near Cortlandt Street, 








NEW YORK. 


GERMAN LIEDERKRANZ. 


26th ANNUAL 


MASQUERADE BALL, 


ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 
Thursday, February 13th, 1879. 


Tickets at $10o—admitting gentleman and lady, can be had 
from the following gentlemen: 
Sig. Kaufmann, 39 Nassau St. 
J. Windmueller, Germ. Sav. Bank, Cor. 4th Ave. & 14th St. 
Emil Unger, No. 50 Park Place. 
Herman Uhl, ‘‘New Yorker Staats-Zeitung’’. 
— von Glahn, No, 36 Chambers St, 
ouis A. Grass, No. 136 Chambers St. 
Louis Kaemmerer, No. 108 Grand St. 
H. C. F, Koch, Cor. 2cth St. and 6th Ave. 
C. F. L. Hohenthal, Cor. 52nd St. aud 3rd ‘Ave. 
Boxes and Tickets at Schmidt & Curtius, No. 33 Broad Street, 
and William Steinway, 111 East 14th Street. 


ARION SOCIETY. 


GRALD 


MASQUERADE BALL 


AT CILMORE’S CARDEN, 
FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 2lst, 1879. 


Tickets $5.00, admitting one Gentleman and one Lady. 








RENCH COOKS’ BALL. 

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 4th, Grand Ball given by the 
SOCIETES CULINAIRES PHILANTHROPIQUE ET COS- 
MOPOLITE, at ACADEMY OF MUSIC and NILSSON HALL, 
for the benefit of the Widows’ and Orphans’ Fund. Great GAS- 
TRONOMIC EXHIBITION from 9 P. M. to 12. 

TICKET, admitting gentleman and ladies, $5.00. 
For sale at the principal hotels, restaurants and clubs of the 
city. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 
Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 
ADVICE AND PAMPHLETS FREE. 


Special terms for FOREIGN PATENTS if taken with U.S 
Patents. 








Publisher of ““(DER TECHNIKER,”’ a sémi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. ‘Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


ALWAYS ON HAND A LARGE STOCK OF ALL 
SIZES OF THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot, 


THE ONLY PERFECT COFFEE MAKER, 
FIRST INTRODUCED TO AMERICANS AT VIENNA IN- 
TERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, AND LATER AT THE 
CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, IMPORTED ONLY BY 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, HARDWARE,<CHINA, : 
GLASS, CUTLERY AND§SILVERWARE. 
COOPER INSTITUTE, 


Corner 3d & 4th Aves. & 8th St., New York City. 


To meet the popular demand, prices of these pots have been re- 
duced 50 percent. Price Lists anp CircuLARS FREE. 


PD Lon 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 H. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 


Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled in a 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 
= Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
TgetH. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


SA rn owe ae 
Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


Late 389 CanaL STREET. 














SPRING DESIGNS 
DRESSES 


Scotch Zephyrs, 
Bordered Percales, 
Cambries with Hdkf. Effects, 
Momie Cloths, 
Chintz Colored Satines, 
Printed Armures 
and Figured Cotelines, 
ALSO, 


Percale and Cheviot Shirtings. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th St. 


HOTEL, 
HOUSEKEEPING 


FAMILY LINENS. 


SPRING IMPORTATION now opening in 
Sheeting Linens and 
4-4 Family Shirtings, 


Printed Linen Shirtings, 
DAMASK TABLE LINENS, 


By the YARD and in CLOTHS. 
NAPKINS, TRAY DOYLES, 
NOVELTIES 


In LUNCH, DESSERT, and 
FRUIT CLOTHS aud NAPKINS, 

TOILET COVERS, EMB’D, OPEN WORK 

and FANCY BORDERED TOWELS, 
HUCK, BARNSLEY and CRASH TOWELLINGS,, 

and a general assortment of 
WHITE GOODS, 
BLANKETS, FLANNELS, 


QUILTS, COMFORTABLES, &c., &e. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


roadway, Cor. 19th St. 











FALL HAVANA TOBACCO 





THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Manufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 





(=~ Having succeeded in securing a 
quantity of copies of “‘Puck’’ containing 
“Talmage Cartoons’, we hereby notify 
our Readers that they can obtain the 
following Issues at our Office: 

No. 84, October 16. 
* iy "i 
** 87, November 7. 
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IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 








THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, «c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK. 

















PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


offer great Bargains in 


WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
; TABLE WARES. 


WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 
in endless variety at close prices. 








Estasiisuep 1838. 


Isaae Smith's Umbrellas 


CINCHAM, SRY SBC... ccc ccee $100 
GUANACO, patented......... 200 

SILK, paragon frame ........... 250 
| FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 


in great variety. 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
150 FULTON ST., near B’dway. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near 2oth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 


Established A.D, 1802. 


HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
63,672 Standard English Books 


AT OUR PRICE. 


75,276 Miscellaneous American Books, 


AT YOUR PRICE. 


112,726 Second Hand Books, 


AT ANY PRICE. 


Catalogue of General Literature free. 


LECCAT BROTHERS, 


3 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 














NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—149 Bowery. 






J be ee Oe ee 66 bie $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order ..... j wales cbde + cshe oes canien 00.Gnese 
OVERCOATS to order... 0... ....000-05-- . $12.00 upward 


PATENT COVERS 


FILING “PUCK” 


Price $1.00, 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 
13 North William St. 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


Can he Supplied on Demand. 








ADDRESS: 


Willmer"& Rogers 


NEWS COMPANY, 


Highest Awards: 





ERURT2Z’ 


Madison Avenue, 





PORTRAITS, 


New York. 


wee 


ahh & al 


Paris, Vienna, Philadelphia and New York. 


BRANCH: 


51 Beekman St., New York.| Ql1d Post Office Building. Nassau Str., New York. 





———— 


“PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this mediam 
dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without regard to cost. 

PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and Eng 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
the palate. 

SoLz AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 


FOUNDED IN 1836, 
45 Beaver Street, N. Y., 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal. 











RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole Agents tor 


Ayala-Chateau d Ay 
CHAMPACNES. 
TAUDiotich & Co. huedesnem, hhine Wines: 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 


Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs, 
etc., etc. 

















L. DE VENOGE, 


41{South William Street, New York. 


GENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
IMPORTED IN THE JU. S. 








tend... Merchants and Grocers. 





A Splendid Opportunity To Win A Fortune. 


SECOND GRAND DISTRIBUTION, CLASS B, 


At New Orleans, Tuesday, February 11th, 1879, 105th 
Monthly Drawing, 


Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature of 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, with a 
capital of $1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of 
$350,000. Irs Granpv Sincte Numper Distrisution will take 
place monthly on the se:ond Tursdav, IT NEVER SCALES OR POST- 
pongs. Look at the following Distribution: 


Capital Prize, $30,000. 
100,000 Tickets At Two Dollars Each. 


Half-Tickets, One Dollar. 
LIST OF PRIZES. 


zs Copltn) Prige «...00.ccsccesccvvcetdvucosen meee sees $30,000 
s Capital Priae ..... 0.0 ccccvesese 090 tivesooeote thei auth 10,000 
1 Capital Prize........ coe ccecevcoscccesccsescoes SMD 
OA ies icnnces v00sbe cngceve Csctucinnal 5,000 
eu | MAR OPIe ty 5,000 
20 Prizes of BOD ows cos¥e00 vce svcdgenénandees ‘ . 10,000 
100 Prizes of BED ce .0 ve covbe ehascomenupecescepees tions 10,000 
200 Prizes of OB... pase ce: ‘cee Shep chet cousthsy cone 10,000 
500 P izes of BOve cccce cocvwctccs voowsbesesen ceeewes, SGD 
1000 Prizes of ee ee ss seeeeeees 10,000 
APPROXIMATION PRIZES: 
9 Approximation Prizes of $300......... cthepetedmdcces 2,700 
9 Approximation Prizes of 200.... © ..csceeeeseeees 1,800 
9 Approximation Prizes Of 100 .........-5+eeees wovee goo 
1857 Prizes, amounting to..... oc ovcecetese lees seecess $110,400 


Responsible corresponding agents wanted at all prominent 
points, to whom a liberal compensation will be paid. 

Application for rates to clubs should only be made to the Home 
Office in New Orleans. 

Write, clearly stat.ng full address, for further information, or 


send orders to 
M. A. DAUPHIN, 
P. 0. Box 692, New Orleans, Louisiana, 
or to H. L. Plum, 319 Broadway, New York. 


All our Grand Extraordinary Drawings are under the supervision 
and manag ment of GENERALS G, T. BEAUREGARD anp 


JUBAL A, EARLY. 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


French 4pCt, City of Paris 00 France Gor't Bond, 


These bonds are redeemed FOUR TIMES annually by the CITY 
OF PARIS AND ARE GUARANTEED BY THE FRENCH 
GOVERNMENT. The next drawing takes place 


FEBRUARY 5th, 1879, 


in which the following premiums will be paid out. 
1 bend will be redeemed with 100,000 Frances, 
“e “e “ «e “e 50. 00eo0 til 





With 


9" 
3 bends “ . - . 30,000 o 
4 ‘“ ‘e “ “ “ 20,000 “ 
“ “ “ “ “ “ 
25 25,000 


Every one of the above named bonds draws 4 pCt. interest, 
payable in half-yearly coupons of 19 Franes Gold each, 

kK very bond must draw at least 500 Frames, and on the sth 
of February every drawn bond must be redeemed with atleast 
1006 Franes Gold, These bonds can be sold at any time at 
daily market quotations. 

Every bond bought,*f us with $19 on or before the sth of Feb- 
ruary, 1s entiled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon 
on that date. Gn 

Out of town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS, 
CHECKS or DRAFTS, and inclosing $10, will secure one of these 
bonds for the next drawing . 


For orders, circulars, and other information address: 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING C0., 


185 CHATHAM SQUARE (Bank Building), N. Y¥. City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 
N.B.—In writing, please state!you saw this in the English Puck. 
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Pr tani as Sci. 


Sern Steg 


eG ~ 5 TN SOR 


DESIGN FOR A NEW CUSTOM HOUSE IN NEW YORK. 





